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One 


Author's Notes: 
Fiction 


It was late and | was about to go to bed. The T.V. was a comforting drone in the background and | petted the 
cat, feeling its sleek fur under my hand. | was about to go to sleep, | could feel my eyes slipping shut, and | 
thought how rice it was to be free of Axl. Did | miss him? | didn't think so. He'd burned every bridge with me, 
he'd hurt me beyond my capacity to be hurt. Let those stupid little fan girls have him. They'd learn soon 


enough. 


As my eyes slipped shut and the T.V. sounds became a part of my dream | heard a hard, fast knock on my 


door. | was instantly awake. It was Axl. | knew it. | knew | could never be free of him. 


| thought of hiding in the bedroom, pretending | wasn't home. I'd hid from him plenty of times, in closets, under 
beds, behind doors. I'd fled to every one of his band mates' houses or apartments. | felt my heart start to 
beat harder as the knocking continued and intensified. Go away, Axl, | thought. Go away. 


The knocking wouldn't stop and then he started to shout my name in his deep, guttural voice. The neighbors 
would hear and be disturbed, which he didn't care about but | did. 


Damn it, damn it, Axl. The cat had taken off, hiding in the kitchen or one of the bedrooms. | should have 
followed its example. But | didn't. | was stupid. | stood up and opened the door. 


"Erin," he said, standing on my doorstep under the porch light, his red hair lit up by the light, his eyes 
glittering like they always did. He hadn't shaved, which made him look older. 


| looked at him and remembered when | loved him, when he was everything. After enough beatings love goes 


away. | had nothing but fear and contempt for him now. 


"Axl, | thought you weren't going to do this anymore-"| started to say, but he cut me off, taking my hand 
gently in his. 


"I know, but Erin, 'm so sorry | ever hurt you, | love you. | need you," he said, and | shook my head and pulled 
my hand out of his grasp. He didn't need me. He needed therapy and medication 


‘lm going to bed now, so..goodbye," | said, trying to shut the door, trying to be done with him. He didn't make it 
easy. He held the door open with his foot and | let go, still blocking the doorway with my body. | didn't want to 
be out here talking about this with him. It was done. | couldn't take his outbursts or his rage, | couldn't take 
his violence, his unpredictability. He said he wouldn't hurt me anymore, he said that all the time but | knew it 
was a lie. | knew it was. And maybe he couldn't help it, and maybe it was because he was hurt and neglected 


and beaten when he was a child but that didn't excuse him, not anymore. 


He dropped to his knees and took both of my hands in his and | tried not to think about what he was going to 


say, but of course | knew. What else did you say on your knees? 

"Erin, will you marry me?" he said, his eyes burning into mine, and he was still so delicate and fragile and 
handsome and beautiful, even with that beard and the manic look in his eyes. He was the most beautiful human 
being | had ever met, but it was only physical, that beauty. 

"No," | said, immediately and without thinking. 


"Erin, please?" he said, holding my hands tighter, and the tears started to glisten in his eyes. He cried so easily. 


| blinked down at him and felt my heart tearing in two. | had loved him so much once. 
"No, Axl." | tried to tug my hands from his grasp but he held on tight. 


"Please, Erin, | need this, | need you to marry me..| need you to..." He was crying, the tears coursing down his 
cheeks, dampening his beard. In the light | could see the red/gold of his eyelashes and he looked like some 


tortured angel, some glistening oil painting. 


"Nol | can't marry you, we can't get married, you're-" | yanked my hands out of his grasp and couldn't finish 
my thought. What was | going to say? You're crazy? That stupid song was about him, they all were. He was 
the demented protagonist in all their songs. He was almost like a fictional character at this point, where drama 
had to be occurring every second of every day. | wanted peace. | wanted comfort and love and security, and 
despite the fact that he had a lot of money and only stood to get more, there was nothing secure about being 
with W. Axl Rose. 


He took in a shuddery breath and | almost wavered. | wanted him to be what | wanted him to be, a pure lost 
soul who was so damaged in childhood that he was like some twisted butterfly that emerged from the cocoon 
and | could nurse him back to health, | could feed him with an eyedropper. He'd told me all the stories about 
what happened to him when he was a kid, the beatings almost every day with belts and boards and fists, the 
swift kicks to his ribs. He told me about going to a doctor in his late teens and getting x-rays and the doctor 
asked if he'd been abused due to all the closed healed fractures that showed up on the x-rays. | had been 
there when he awoke terrified and sobbing from nightmares, and | held him close to me as he shuddered and 


slowly came back to real things. 
If you don't marry me I'll kil myself, there's a gun in my car and l'll kil myself right in front of you, | swear 
to God | will," he said, and | knew he was telling the truth. | didn't want to be with him, | didn't want to ever 


see him again. | wished he would leave right now, but | couldn't live with myself if he committed suicide. 


"Okay. Okay, Axl, okay. I'll marry you," | said, feeling the sob behind my words. 


